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of the subject} Did you know chat, Undershaft? Have you
ever tried?

UNDERSHAFT. Not on a large scale, Mr Lomax. Bilton
will give you a sample of gun cotton when you are leaving
if you ask him. You can experiment with it at home.
[Bilton looks puzzled].

SARAH. Bilton will do nothing of the sort, papa. I
suppose it's your business to blow up the Russians ^and
Japs; but you might really stop short of blowing up poor
C holly. [Bilton gives it up and retires into the shed}.

LOMAX. My ownest, there is no danger. \He sits beside
her on the shell}.

Lady Britomart arrives from the town with a bouquet.

LADY BRITOMART [coming impetuously between Undershaft
and the deck chair} Andrew: you shouldnt have let me see
this place.

UNDERSHAFT. Why, my dear?

LADY BRITOMART. Never mind why: you shouldnt have:
thats all. To think of all that [indicating the town} being
yours! and that you have kept it to yourself all these
years!

UNDERSHAFT. It does not belong to me. I belong to it.
It is the Undershaft inheritance.

LADY BRITOMART. It is not. Your ridiculous cannons and
that noisy banging foundry may be the Undershaft inherit-
ance; but all that plate and linen, all that furniture and
those houses and orchards and gardens belong to us. They
belong to me: they are not a man's business. I wont give
them up. You must be out of your senses to throw them
all away; and if you persist in such folly, I will call in a
doctor.

UNDERSHAFT [s to oping to smgll the bouquet] Where did you
get the flowers, my dear ?

LADY BRITOMART. Your men presented them to me in
your William Morris Labor Church.

CUSINS [springing up} Oh! It needed only that. A Labor
Church!